SUNDAY MORNINGS

when they feast with yon, feeding themselves
without fear: clouds they are without water,
carried about of winds; trees whose fruit
withereth, without fruit, twice dead, plucked
up by the roots;

Raging waves of the sea, foaming out their
own shame; wandering stars, to whom is
reserved the blackness of darkness for ever.

It may be observed that parts of this chapter are
closely analogous to parts of the second Epistle of
Peter; but that is not here either. Were about a
hundred well-chosen pages added to this book, all
the objections I have made could be removed.
As the work stands, it is irritatingly defective,
which is all the more annoying because its physical
appearance is so attractive.
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